CANDLEMAS DAY	123
—full of Thuella's contempt for the poor man—that hung above
the fire-place, tried pitifully, as it stared at them, to utter
the words: "Stand up to her now, stand up to her, or you're
lost!"
The mirror from which Wizzie turned as she swung round
to face him became all eyes and ears. And as for their bed—that
"double bed" that had sounded so magical to him when he
heard of it in the bar of the Antelope—"Now for it! Now for
it!" it seemed to gasp.
"You misunderstood me, my precious," No-man began, "I
think it's very dear of you, very dear, to think of helping me
like this. It's only that I—that I want to live with you, Wizz,
all the year round, and not only in the winter when there is no
business on the road. Do you know, Wizz, that old Urgan chap
came to see me this morning?"
The result of these final words was startling. The girl gave
up her fumblings with her hat, left it as it was, all sideways and
disordered, and approaching the bed sat down and gazed in panic
at him, her eyes assuming that queer effect of being round, that
had been his first impression of them.
And now it must be confessed of Dud—such is the baser
element in the hearts of the kindest among men—that it was
not by any means unpleasing to him to tell her about Old Funky's
blackmailing demand for a "fiver" and how he had mentioned
some incident about an accident to the horse which gave him
some mysterious legal claim against her.
"Why haven't you told ma all ?" he kept thinking to himself
as he continued his story of Old Funky's blackmailing demands.
But her palpable agitation as she listened to him gradually
assuaged his disturbed nerves; and by degrees his normal tender-
ness towards her began to flow back.
Poor little Wizz! Yes, he'd more than revenged himself
for that stiffening of her limbs under his lecherous hug; and
since his anger with her—and he was sure he was fair to him-
self in this—was a mere automatic response to her anger with
him and not due to sexual jealousy, he was resolved to restrain
himself, even now, from teasing her with any questions about
Old Funky.
**I don't care," he said to himself, as he related every detail
about the "fiver" that he was to have ready by to-morrow,
"wliat liberties she allowed, I don't care how jealous she made

